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IV. SONNET
He thanks Us Lady for the Joy h has had from her

WONDERFUL countenance and royal neck,

I have not found your beauty's parallel!

Nor at her birth might any yet prevail
The likeness of these features to partake.
Wisdom is theirs, and mildness: for irhose sake

All grace seems stol'n, such perfect grace to swell ;

Fashioned of God beyond delight to dwell
Exalted. And herein my pride I take
Who of this garden have possession.

So that all worth subsists for my behoof
And bears itself according to my will.
Lady, in thee such pleasaunce hath its fill
That whoso is content to rest thereon

Knows not of grief, and holds all pain aloof.

much the most matter-of-fact of the six, because it is diverting to
find the writer again in his antagonistic mood. Among the five
remaining answers, in all of which the vision is treated as a very
mysterious matter, one is attributed to Dante Alighieri, but seems
so doubtful that I have not translated it, Indeed, it vould do the
greater Dante, if he really wrote it, little credit as a lucid interpreter
of dreams; though it might have some interest, as giving him (when
compared with the sonnet at p. 435) a decided advantage over his
lesser namesake in point of courtesy,